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Le Réve Bleu at the Grand Hotel 


Its raining outside, heavy and steady in the dark My boots are wet, and the warm light of the Grand Hotel 
feels foreign around me. There are a whole bunch of people queued up around us, people fretting, making phone 
calls, fetching coffee. | hear Izzy refusing milk and sugar somewhere behind a producer's shoulder. There's a 
certain feeling of controlled panic that is taking place apart from me. | kick off my shoes and peel off my wet 
socks. 


lm telling you, | just talked to him. Ten minutes ago, tops." 

"No one's disputing that, Bob, so no offense, but can you please just shut up for a second?" Duff looks about 
as good as | feel. His hair is pulled back into a ponytail, but it's sticking up from where he keeps messing with 
it anxiously. "Anybody talk to Axl about this yesterday? Anybody know about this? Slash, how ‘bout you?" 

| light a cigarette. "No." 


Fuckin’ A," says Izzy. "Treader, come here" 


Treader does, and gets a scratch behind the ears. Izzy alone keeps refusing to sit down 


"Look," says Matt, "all of us hanging around down here in the lobby in the middle of the night is not gonna 


make a bit of difference. We all need to sleep, we've got a show tomorrow." 
| make a dubious sound and knock my ash onto the carpet. Matt shoots me a dirty look 


"You got something to say?" 
"No." 


"Good," Duff cuts in. "Matts right, we need to sleep. Lets get the keys and go up, and we can straighten this 


out in the morning." 


There's some noise of general agreement around me, and | zone out again. | get the vague impression that 
some plans are being made. | know that someone will come and bang on my door in a few hours, when they 


need me. 
"Chacun voit midi à sa porte," zzy declares, and drains his coffee. Everyone stares at him. 


"We're going on a walk," he says, and without another word he turns and strides out into the rain, Treader 


trotting happily behind him. 


I'm alone tonight, alone in a suite with two king size beds and a baby grand piano. There's no one there to stop 
me, so | break into the minibar and mix myself a jack and coke. The rain is still pounding on the roof of the 
hotel, and | wander over to the panoramic window and stare down into the street, watching cars go by and 


wandering what the hell there is to do in Oslo at two in the morning. 
"He said they're in Paris," Bob had said, eyes wide in bewilderment. "They landed three hours ago. In Paris" 


| wonder if it's raining in Paris too. | lean my head against the windowpane and stare as drops slide down the 


glass, silver and molten in the glow of the streetlight outside. The silence of the room is deafening. 


Someone is playing piano and sunlight is streaming in, turning our green walls almost yellow. | roll out of bed, 

pull on some boxers, scrape with my fingernails at the dried come on my stomach. Thatll have to wait for a 
shower to come off. Creeping down the spiral staircase is easy, the clanging introductory chords to “Goodbye 
Yellow Brick Road" covering up my footsteps. 


Axl is sitting there at his grand piano, stained glass throwing multicolor patterns onto its white lid He's 
completely naked, long red hair streaming down his back, bare legs pale against the blue velvet cover of the 


seat. He starts to sing and | can't speak, just walk down the rest of the stairs and watch him from the corner. 


He plays through the whole thing perfectly, start to finish like he's in the studio, and when he's done he just 


sits there without turning around. 

"Come here." 

| go and look down into his face. He's handsome, more handsome than he was when we first met. His face is 
fuller and tanner, his hair is shinier, his eyes are clearer. He has the beginnings of a beard on his face, the 
dark orange stubble climbing up his cheeks like paint strokes. 

| lean against the edge of the piano and he turns where he sits, puts his hands on my hips, rests his forehead 
against my stomach. The hair between his legs is a darker red than his hair, like his beard, and its curls stick 
up and out like red-hot wires. The line of his cock is graceful, a curve of fair peach and light pink. He looks so 


opaque in the morning light, every inch of him real and touchable. 


"We want more?" he asks, because his head is still against my abdomen and l'm starting to get hard looking at 


him. "You sure you're not seventeen still, Slash?" 
"Hey, now," | say, and try to push him off, but he won't budge. "It's an uncontrollable response." 
"Well, I'm impressed." 


He runs warm, dry hands up my sides and tilts his chin up to look at me. His eyes are vibrant in their 


paleness. 

"Hello, beautiful" 

He makes a face and sticks his tongue out. "Don't be revolting." 

| smile and run my hand along the smooth length of his hair. "Hello, ugly motherfucker.” 

He considers this for a moment. "That seems fairer." 

| sit down at the baby grand and set my drink on top of it. My right hand comes to rest on the keys, glossy 
and hardly touched, but | can't play them. The silence is pervading, overwhelming, but | can't bring myself to 
press down and break it. Instead, | skate my hand over the lacquer, wondering who he thinks he's fooling with 
this shit. Not me, not Duff, definitely not Izzy. 


At least we're still sharing a room. That much hasn't changed, yet. 


| take my hand off the piano and stand up, down the rest of my drink. | do myself the favor of a refill and skip 
the coke this time. Who needs it? l'm dirty with travel from the day so | run a bath, as hot as the taps can 


go. 


Once I've stripped down, | push my hair out of my eyes and stare at myself in the mirror. To my own eyes, | 
don't look any different. I've put on a little weight, maybe, since | cut down on cocaine and upped my drinking, 
but not too much. | only see it in my face. My hair, my body, are the same as they've always been My eyes 
are dark | ruffle my hair and turn, feeling like a total fucking showboat, posing for myself like a weirdo, but | 
can't help my own curiosity. | try to remember any times Axl has called me beautiful and wonder if | am. A 
lot of girls seem to think so. 

"I don't have to take this from you." 

"No?" he raises an eyebrow. "That's news to me." 

"Well, believe it, bitch," | say, and stroke his hair again. 

"Hmm," he growls, and rubs his hand over his jaw, eyeing me. One of his hands wanders to the small of my 
back and stays there. He looks even paler when we're pressed together, and it bizarrely makes me think of 
cream swirling around in coffee, the way that we mix. He's looking more arrestingly naked by the second. 
When we kiss he tastes like toothpaste, and | pull back. 

"Didn't brush my teeth, sorry. I'll be right back" 


He rolls his eyes and grabs my wrist. "Like | give a fuck" 


So we kiss again and | marvel at just how much you can need someone, considering the fact that no one needs 


anyone. 


He tugs on my hair and | tug on his, and he stands up so that we're chest-to-chest. We're the same size, 


equal, and l'm filled all over again with the desire to hear him scream. 

He pulls down my boxers. I'm already hard all the way, just from looking at him, kissing him. He works his 
mouth down the side of my neck to where my pulse beats and strokes a hand up and down my length, his 
touch hot on my skin 

| let my head loll to the side and grip his shoulders, right over "victory or death". His hair falls against my 


cheek and onto my chest, and | can only feel its softness and the sharpness of his teeth as he nips my 
shoulder. | cradle his head and he does it again. 


"Ah, fuck." 
"Yeah, you like that shit, don't you?" 


"You know | do," | say, grab the back of his neck. "Look at me." 


He does and it's just us. There's color in his cheeks. 


My hand finds its way to his hip, and | pump him slowly. He squirms. He likes to be in control, Axl. slide to my 


knees in front of the piano bench and spread his legs with my palms, staring up at him. 
"Okay, kissing is one thing, but you gotta go brush if you wanna suck my cock" 


The fucker always has something to say. | cross my eyes at him before reaching out, cupping his balls, 
purposely letting the callouses on my fingers slide over his skin He closes his eyes, still flushed, and | massage 
him gently. Lick a drop of precome off his rosy head. The taste spreads across my tongue like melted 


chocolate and | roll it around in my mouth. 
"You're so fine. Like azaleas in May." 
This, he has no response to. Something inside me aches strongly, something nameless. 


The talking is over, so | take him fully into my mouth, hollowing my cheeks around his hardness as he presses 
against the back of my throat. He leans back against the piano, arms bent at right angles, fingers gripping the 
keys. The dissonant clang of the random notes echoes through the house, but it doesn't matter. It's just us. 


| slide into my bath and wonder idly if it's deep enough to drown myself in. Run my tongue over my teeth. 
There's a tune stuck in my head, something repetitive. | sink below the hot water, the hand with the drink in it 
dangling over the side of the tub. 


| wish | could turn, flip over, and dive deep. | squeeze my eyes shut, listen to the roar of the water pressing 
against my eardrums, the rumble of the pipes in the walls, whatever music is knocking around my head pinging 
like a bouncy ball. It's sweet oblivion, if only for a moment, and I'm sorry to leave it when | come up for 


breath. My hair streams down my face and shoulders. My face is burning. 


| can't bear to turn off the water and sit in the billowing silence, so | let it run until it's close to sloshing over 
the top and then pull the plug. It takes me half of that time to finish off the bottle of Jack. | feel sloppy, hot, 
and | consider calling Axl for about half a second before | think better of it. He doesn't need my questions - 
he's going to have plenty of them from plenty of people in a few hours’ time. 


| sit in the bath for another twenty minutes with the water running before | pull myself out. I'm drunk, and | 
consider briefly how ironic it would be to slip and concuss myself to death in a Grand Hotel bathroom. | have 


to suppress an urge to laugh. 
| wonder if Axl is sleeping. It's doubtful. What seems more likely is an insomnia-fueled psychotic break. 
Although, as | wrap my hair in a towel and dig through my jeans for my cigarettes, l'm beginning to realize 


that | don't really care why he's in Paris. Does it matter? Let the fucker have Paris, | guess. 


Its just us, and he lets his head fall back even further, red hair pooling on the glossy white music prop. The 


shapes from the stained glass grow longer and stretch as the sun rises. Blue, green, red, violet. If | could see 


through it, | know I'd see a bright blue sky, running away over Los Angeles. 

| knew from the start it wouldn't take him long to get impatient and he soon does, squirming again under my 
hands and my mouth. | know what he's thinking, and | know he wants it to be me at his mercy, me breathless 
under him. And this is the point where, ordinarily, I'd let him have it. But this time | don't stop. | can't stop. 
Won't. 


| keep at it, relish the ache in my jaw, the twinge in my bicep from stroking him. He's groaning loud now, 


fighting with himself, | can see it. 
"Slash." 


My name comes out strangled and | don't respond, just swallow around him and flick my tongue against the 


edge of his head 
He bucks me off, sliding out of my mouth with a wet pop. 
"Turn around 

| shoke my head, and he raises an eyebrow. 

"| wanna fuck you" 


He sits forward on the piano bench, frowning, and | reach out and catch a drop of my spit as it slides off the 
end of his cock. I'd hate to stain that blue velvet. 


He doesn't say anything, just looks at me like he's wondering where | got the idea for such a filthy urge. | look 
back at him. Palm my own cock, hard and heavy, curving up against my stomach. | see his eyes follow my 
hand. 

"What do you say?" 

He starts to shake his head. "Slash -" 

"Axl," | say, stroke myself to a steady rhythm. Heat is gathering at the base of my spine and in the soles of 
my feet. There are so many things | want to say. You're gorgeous. You're absurd. | can't stand you. | need you. 
My mouth wants to say things of its own accord, untrue things. Sweet angel. 


"Could you maybe just try it? I'll be gentle.” 


He sneers. | can see fear in his eyes. "Since when have we ever worried about gentle?" 


Ill be gentle if you want me to be." 
He looks me in the face. "I guess | can.. try.” 


So | hold him in my arms under the white piano. Hold him, kiss him, prepare him like he's never prepared me. 
He stays stiff anyway. When | line myself up with his entrance, | close my eyes and say a silent prayer, not 


knowing to who. 


He's tight, and lights pop in front of my eyes as | slide into him, my chest constricted and hot. It feels so good 
that for a second its hard to breathe. I'd like to say something to him, but being inside of him is like listening 
to him sing. | can say nothing. 


He isn't moving much so | do, hold him with as much tenderness as | can muster and fuck him with every 
feeling | have in my body, every thought | have in my brain. They say that contact highs are real and | do 
everything in my power to give him ore, gripping his pale hips until | can see my own fingerprints there, 


breathing him in as though | can asphyxiate myself that way. 

The sun keeps rising higher and we do it until it's taking every ounce of my concentration to hold myself back. 
He knows and he squeezes me with his body, giving the go-ahead. | can't see his face but | hold on for dear 
life. | stroke in him once more.. twice.. | hear my own voice give a strangled moan and | explode seconds later, 
my mind swimming in every reflection from the stained glass window. l'm happy to drown. 

When everything is fading a minute later, | pull out of him and brush my fingers along the back of his hand. He 
turns and sits up, leans his back against a leg of the piano. He's only half hard anymore and | can't read the 
look in his eyes. 

He couldn't do it. 

"Here, that's not fair.." | reach for him. "Let me get you off" 

He shrugs. "It's okay.” 


I'm struck, not for the first time, by how deep his voice is. It vibrates through me, this ‘okay’ of his. He 


pushes his hair back over his shoulder, glances at me then looks away. 
"C'mon, Axl..." 
"No, Slash, it's okay." 


| reluctantly let my hand fall and just look at him. He looks back, bangs sweaty and dark red on his forehead. 


His mouth doesn't smile, but something in his eyes does - or at least I'd like to think so. 


He couldn't do it. 


There's a map in the drawer of the nightstand and | get it out, spread it over the coverlet. Water from my 
face drips down onto it, darkening the land in dots. | find Paris right away, but spend a good few minutes 
searching for myself. When | find Oslo, | trace the path between the two of them and stare at the paper 


water. 


We're not going to have a show tomorrow. Matt knows it, Duff knows it, Izzy knows it, | certainly know it. So 
why can't we all just fuck off? 


There has to be something to do in Oslo at three in the morning. | unravel my towel and fling it onto the bed, 
shaking out my wet hair. Go to the window again, fighting the inexplicable urge to throw something through it. 
That unnamable ache passes through me and | want to scream, scream until the entire hotel wakes up. 


Instead, | go to the piano and slam my hands down onto the keys at random. The clanging echoes through the 
room, bouncing off the tile into the silence, and | think of Axl singing somewhere on the streets of Paris while | 


can say nothing. But what can | say? I'll let the fucker have Paris. 


